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Confrontation 


Author's Notes: 
my first fanfic omg! And not a pairing | conventionally ship however this was a wondrous story to write and | 


loved every minute of writing it. 


It was as if the weather could sense the bad vibes of the afternoon. 


It was dull rainy afternoon when Robert got the phone call. The particular phone call that shattered his heart 
to pieces, enraged him, belittled him and made spite rot him to the core. 
Greg was leaving King Crimson. Robert couldn't work out why, when he asked Greg over the phone the only 


reply he received was; 


"Well Robert, Y'know." 


No Greg, He thought, | have no idea. He blamed himself, perhaps he had been too obnoxious, too demanding. Yet 
on second thought, it can't have been his fault surely? He believed he had been more than fair to his band 
mates if a little controlling. He needed answers. He decided he would march over to Greg's right away and 


extract the truth of his sudden abandonment. 


He was soaked to the bone when he arrived at Greg's. Greg was shocked at his unexpected arrival but ran to 


fetch him a towel and make a cup of tea for his soon to be ex-band mate. 


Now sat in front of a warm fire clutching a hot cup of the finest Earl Grey, Robert sipped thoughtfully at his 
beverage before sighing gently and muttering to Greg, 


"| didn't just come over here for afternoon tea and an exchange of pleasantries, you are aware?" 


Greg nodded swiftly, the younger man appeared apprehensive at the situation, unconsciously tapping his foot 
and biting at his nails. 


"So what's the truth?" the older man exhaled with a sense of impatience. 


Greg snapped out of his anxious trance and turned to face Robert with a bewildered expression, like a deer 


caught in headlights. 
"What's the truth Gregory?" asked Robert once again 


Greg fidgeted in his seat and with thought he replied, "Robert, Don't take this the wrong way. I've loved being 


in King Crimson but it just isn't going to work for me long term" 


Robert's expression twisted into one of irritation laced with depression at the thought of Greg's sudden 
departure, 


"Well just go then, | don't need sentiment or sad goodbyes" sighed Robert. "All it leaves is bitterness" 


Greg rose from his seat and paced for a second, emotions of resentment and sadness running through his 


mind all at once, 

"You really think | just want to walk away? To just abandon you like that!?" Greg snapped, as the bitter sting of 
hot tears filled his eyes. "I know feelings aren't your thing Robert but can you really sit there for one moment 
and believe that | don't care about you? That l'm leaving you just to be spiteful?" 

Robert was stunned, 


"Gregory, | had no idea that you felt this way" 


He sprung from his chair to meet at eye level with the pained man. He cupped the younger man's face in his 
palms and wiped away the tears gently with his thumbs. 


"| may seem miserable as sin sometimes but | care about you too" 
y y 


Robert's kind words hit Greg at full force as he felt his heart skip a beat. In the heat of the moment he 
placed his lips upon Roberts own Robert was extremely taken back but returned Greg's affection 

Content that his action had been permitted, Greg pulled Robert further into the embrace as his heart rate 
accelerated and his breaths became shallow. The other man couldn't help but to tangle his fingers within 
Greg's soft, flowing hair. 


Greg chuckled as they kissed once again. Robert, removing his fingers from Greg's hair, pulled away 


momentarily. 

"What's so funny?" He asked between frantic panting. 

Greg brushed the long strands of stray hair out of his face, pulling a mischievous grin as he replied 
‘Ive never seen this side of you before". 


An impish grin planted itself upon Roberts face, he pressed against the younger man's ear, releasing long slow 
breaths onto Greg's neck which made him shiver with a strange delight and the bulge in his pants grow. 


It had reached the point now where both the men had forgotten the reason they were even here in the first 
place, never did they stop to question why the younger man was straddling his older band-mate. 


Greg asked if he could unfasten Robert's belt, wanting to do nothing more than bring intense pleasure to him. 
Robert politely declined, stating that he could remove them himself since this was all still very new to him and 
he couldn't help but feel slightly awkward and intimidated at Greg's confidence. 


Robert couldn't let his ego feel deflated, unlike his phallus which was already intensely hard before anything 
had truly begun. So with a sense of authority, like a teacher to a pupil, he instructed Greg to undress before 
him. 

Greg excitedly did as he was told, now nude, he lent over to kiss his partner again. Robert again asserted his 


authority and pushed Greg off of him gently so that he could bend him over in front of him so as to take the 


young man from behind. 

He lent over Greg and whispered to him softly with a slightly aroused tone in his voice, 

"You may be leaving the band Gregory, but tonight | am going to make you mine” 

Greg could of quite easily of come there and then but he knew he had to save himself for what was to follow, 


He couldn't falter or disappoint if this was to be the last time he would see his friend for a long time. 
After applying copious amounts of lube, Robert once again leant over Greg and kissed him softly on the cheek. 


"What was that for?" Greg blushed. 


"Oh nothing, | just love you that's all" Robert replied as he slowly entered Greg. 


Greg yelped in surprise at both Robert's statement and the intense feeling of being filled The satisfying mix of 
pleasure and pain aroused Greg to no end and he couldn't help but moan at each swift movement Robert made 
as he immersed himself into Greg's tight hole. 

Greg flicked his hips in time with Robert's thrusts which excited the older man more and more as he plunged 
deeper and harder into Greg's cavity. 

With every thrust and hot sharp breath he felt on the back of his neck, Greg became ever closer to climax. 
The two men worked together with same amazing sense of rhythm and co-ordination that they once had 
playing in the band. 

And like it once was in the band, they reached a dramatic climax together. They collapsed in a heap, slowly 


catching their breaths as they let the wondrous sensation of orgasm wash over them. 


Although still very sensitive, Robert pulled Greg toward him to cuddle him, wrapping his arms around the 


young breathless man to keep him warm. 
| should go really" Robert murmured "| can't hold onto you forever" 


Greg wriggled himself closer into the embrace and with a satisfied sigh he responded 


"You can stay the night at least". 


